I76i]         To the-Countess of Ailesbury           lit

play when the King and Queen go, are a little greater than
what I remember. The late Koyalties went to the Hay-
market, when it was the fashion to frequent the other Opera
in Lincoln's Inn Fields. Lord Chesterfield one night came
into the latter, and was asked, if he had been at the other
house? 'Yes,* said he, 'but there was nobody but the
King and Queen ,* and as I thought they might be talking
business, I came away/

Thank you for your journals: the best route you can
send me would be of your journey homewards. Adieu !

Yours most sincerely,

HOB. WALPOLB.

P.S. If you ever hear from, or write to, such a person
as Lady Ailesbury, pray tell her she is worse to me in point
of correspondence than ever you said I was to you, and that
she sends me everything but letters!

777.   To THE COUNTESS OF AILESBURY.

Strawberry Hill, Sept. 27, 1761.

You are a mean, mercenary woman. If you did not want
histories of weddings and coronations, and had not jobs
to be executed about muslins, and a bit of china, and
counterband goods, one should never hear of you. When
you don't want a body, you can frisk about with greffiers
and burgomasters, and be as merry in a dyke as my lady
frog herself. The moment your curiosity is agog, or your
cambric seized, you recollect a good cousin in England, and,
as folks said two hundred years ago, begin to write upon
the Twees of your heart. Well! I am a sweet-tempered
creature, I forgive* you, I have already writ to a little
friend in the Custom House, and will try what can be
done; though, by Mr. Ano$wd's report to the Duchess ofnd Lord StrafFord and
